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the close, while she was actually crying out "worse than God's"
not a vestige of her lineaments remained visible.
The other wraith too, in the chair opposite, although a faint
film of his identity survived hers by two or three seconds, soon
likewise faded. The chairs, the pictures, the ornaments on the
mantelpiece were already lost in darkness. The fire was now
nearly extinct. The only glimmer it was able to throw, in feebler
and feebler jets from a little blue flame that kept racing along a
charred bit of burnt wood, fell upon a tall, gilded screen painted
with mythological figures. These intermittent flickerings soon died
down in a dusky red spot that illuminated nothing and itself
became dimmer and dimmer.
One of the big windows had been opened by Tilly Crow "to
air the room" while they all went to their tea; and through this
windoow the presence of the night flowed in. Sweet-scented, ob-
literating, equalising, it flowed in, taking the bitterness from
defeat, taking the triumph from victory, and diffusing through the
air an essence of something inexplicable, something beyond hope
and beyond despair, full of pardon and peace.